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Summary: 


Saturos finds his soulmate in the most unexpected place. 


born by the river 


Saturos has never been a man moved to spontaneous acts of 
kindness. 


If occasionally a bit of lenience and a softer manner could 
get him what he wanted faster than a threat or an act of 
violence would then he'd exercise those methods instead, 
but he has never deluded himself into thinking that 
choosing to use honey rather than vinegar as a means of 
achieving a goal makes him a good person or that his 
reasons for doing so are in any way altruistic. 


Saturos is not a kind man, he knows this. He’s heard other 
Proxians refer to him as downright crue/, hardened to a 
degree considered too hard even by their village's 
standards, and that’s Saturos on a good day. 


On a day where he’s had such an important quest fail so 
spectacularly, leaving only he and Menardi left alive out of 
their entire party and on the run for those lives, Saturos is 
even less inclined to extend a kind word or a helping hand 
to anyone, that he'd had to extend that hand to Menardi was 
not an act of kindness but an act of necessity - returning to 
Prox with only the two of them left will be a failure but 
returning alone would have been an even more crushing 
defeat in the eyes of his people that Saturos doubts he could 
have survived. 


With Menardi alive, Saturos has another person who can 
give testimony to what happened at Mt. Aleph - a failure, 
yes, but not one that was Saturos’ fau/t. Without Menardi or 
anyone else but Saturos alive, Saturos’ testimony would 
have been the only account they had about what happened, 


and of course they'd believe him - Saturos was no /iar- but 
that didn’t mean they wouldn’t doubt. 


It’s one thing to be cold to the point of cruelty in Prox, it’s 
quite another to be that and a/so have the deaths of all your 
party members hovering over you like a specter on your 
very name and Saturos had avoided that fate by nothing but 
pure luck. 


So, no, Saturos is not particularly kind in general and he is 
certainly not feeling particularly kind right now with his 
entire body aching from their mad dash down Mt. Aleph, his 
ears still ringing from the crashing sound of the boulders 
that had chased them, and his whole being drenched in the 
rain that keeps pouring down. 


And yet when Saturos sees the body floating face down in 
the river, he doesn’t do what he should. He doesn’t ignore 
the body like he does all the other debris around. He doesn’t 
keep heading towards the place he and Menardi had agreed 
to meet after they had felled those children who had 
eavesdropped on them and they'd decided they would be 
less conspicuous if they split up. He doesn’t act like himself. 


Instead, he’s diving into the river with so little hesitation 
that he doesn’t even realize he’s doing it before he’s already 
neck deep in choppy waters that try desperately to force his 
head under, swimming towards he body with a 
determination and a sense of anxiety burning through him 
that makes no sense any more than the relief he feels when 
he gets his arm around it and starts to drag it to shore does. 


Saturos doesn’t even note what the body looks like before 
he’s flipping the person onto their back and alternating 
between pressing his hands onto their chest in timed 
compressions and pressing his mouth to ice cold lips to 


breathe air into their lungs, over and over and over until the 
the person below him is suddenly alive, bolting up so 
suddenly they bash their forehead painfully into Saturos’ 
face, knocking him back in surprise, before they're turning 
over to their side, coughing and choking as water spews out 
of their mouth. 


The stinging pain in Saturos’ nose where the person’s 
forehead knocked into it throbs in time with his quickened 
heartbeat and the sensation is enough to clear Saturos’ 
foggy head, to make him finally think even if all his thoughts 
right now are seeped in confusion. 


He has no idea what he just did. 
He doesn’t know why he did it. 


Saturos doubts he would have jumped into a churning river 
during a storm to save someone he'd known his whole life, 
so why in Mars’ name had he did such a thing for a---for a--- 


A boy, Saturos notices now, looking at features of the wet 
figure still coughing weakly on the ground. A teenage and 
completely human boy by the look of him, no one Saturos 
could possibly ever have any use for, certainly not enough 
to risk his own life over him. 


A part of Saturos isn’t just confused but enraged by his 
actions, of his body which he’s always had such control over 
acting without his consent for something so dangerous and 
foolish for no reason Saturos can fathom, for no one. A part 
of him nastily says to shove the boy he'd just saved back 
into the river out of spite. 


And then the rest of Saturos screams so loudly in rebellion at 
that thought that Saturos winces from it like it caused him 
physical pain. 


Nothing about that makes sense. 
Nothing about any of this makes sense. 


Saturos is a cold man, he’s hardly se/fless, but he knows 
even the most addle-minded, soft-hearted fools in Prox 
wouldn’t have acted as he just did for a stranger and that 
what he’s feeling now is abnormal. 


No one in their right mind acted like that, felt like this, over 
a stranger, not unless--- 


Saturos bites down on his tongue hard enough that he can 
taste blood in his mouth as he scrambles on the ground over 
to the boy, now weakly gasping into his fists with his face 
still down on the ground, and he grabs the boy's right wrist 
and jerks it toward him into his lap, cursing as he notices the 
button keeping the fabric held tight over the boy’s skin and 
allowing no give to let Saturos push the sleeve up. 


The boy's clothing is drenched and mud-covered to the 
point of ruin anyway, but Saturos doubts he would care even 
if they were salvageable. He gives the buttoned end of the 
sleeve a sharp tug that rips the fabric up the middle and 
sends the button flying off Mars’ knew where, and he wastes 
no time in pushing the sleeve up the boy’s arm. 


The boy is whimpering, muttering words Saturos can’t make 
out, weakly trying to pull his arm out of Saturos’ grip to no 
avail. 


Saturos pays attention to none of it. 


All he can focus on is the familiar mark on the boy’s wrist, 
the same mark that Saturos bares on his own wrist and has 
for the last fifteen years. 


His soulmate mark. 
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The marks soulmates shared were always identical and 
unique to the pair, no two bonded couples having the same 
marks as each other. 


They were always on the right wrist. 


They always formed on the day the youngest member of the 
couple was born, never before. 


And the marks didn’t care about culture, race, gender, or 
location. There were plenty of people who found their 
soulmates all the way on the other side of the continent. 
There were even more who never found their soulmates 
because they had no way of getting to the other side of the 
continent to find them. 


Soulmate markings are one facet of life that’s the same in 
both Angara and Prox, but because of Prox’s location in the 
Northern Reaches it’s even more rare for Proxians to find 
their soulmates if they weren’t also born in Prox. Outsider 
marks they call them, with hushed tones and sad eyes like 
having a soulmate from outside of Prox is a curse; and fora 
people who revered the markings as much as Proxians do - 
as much as most of the world did, as much of it as Saturos 
had seen at least - it often is as good as curse. 


Cursed to never find your soulmate. 


Cursed to find them and be rejected. 


Proxians are not like people outside of the Northern Reaches, 
not in appearance or manner, and Prox is hardly an easy 
place for those who aren’t native to it to inhabit. Outsiders 
always have trouble with one or the other if not both when 
they find out that their soulmate is Proxian - either their 
scales, ears, and other foreign anatomy is too strange for 
them or Prox is too frigid, too desolate, too out of the way. 
Proxians rarely left the village and when their soulmates 
didn’t want to stay, it left very little room for any kind of 
relationship to grow. 


Its rare for an outsider to not only accept their Proxian 
soulmate but to actually stay in Prox with them. Not unheard 
of but uncommon enough that it’s seen as a hope too futile 
to wish for by most of Prox, especially those who bare an 
outsiders mark themself. 


When Saturos was young, before he got his soulmate 
marking, he was convinced his soulmate would be Proxian 
and that he’d never have to worry about anything having to 
do with outsiders marks. 


When Saturos was sixteen and finally got his mark but no 
new Proxians had been born that day who could have shared 
it, he was convinced that he could make himself into 
someone his outsider soulmate could not say no to. He'd 
make himself stronger, faster, smarter, and if necessary he'd 
make himself into someone who could survive outside of 
Prox even if the very thought of it was distasteful to him. 


By twenty-five, Saturos was colder and harder and had dealt 
with more outsiders than he could stomach, had noticed how 
they looked at Proxians and heard how they spoke of Prox, 
and the thought of living outside of his village was even 
more distasteful to him. Any hope he had that his soulmate, 
whoever they were, would want to stay in Prox only 


dwindled as the years went on and the situation in Prox 
worsened, as the temperature dropped, as Weyard crawled 
closer and closer to its destruction. His people didn’t even 
want to stay in Prox with things as they were, only remaining 
out of a sense of duty and honor, so what hope did Saturos 
have of his soulmate ever wanting to stay? 


And now at thirty-one, Saturos has a half-drowned boy’s 
wrist held in his arm, a wrist with a mark on it that matches 
Saturos’ own. 


At thirty-one even Saturos’ own people think him cruel. 


At thirty-one Saturos knows what kind of man he is and he 
knows he isn’t a good one. 


At thirty-one Saturos has an opportunity held in his lap, 
soaking wet and shivering and completely at his mercy. 


And Saturos is neither a merciful man or the kind of man 
who lets an opportunity get away. He never has been. Not 
now, not at any age. 


Lie MM 


It takes Saturos very little effort to lift the boy up and heft 
him over his shoulder so he can continue on after Menardi. 


Saturos has all the strength of a Proxian warrior even after 
the day he’s had and his soulmate is but a runt in 
comparison, much more affected by his day than Saturos 
has been if his barely conscious state is anything to go by. 
He doesn’t even struggle when Saturos picks him up, just 


whimpers a bit and shifts slightly in Saturos’ hold, not nearly 
enough to dislodge himself or even come close. 


Saturos would be concerned about this, maybe, or more 
likely galled at having a weakling for a soulmate but he 
assures himself that the boy is still young, still growing, that 
there’s plenty of time for him to learn to be stronger - for 
Saturos to teach him to be stronger. 


The thought isn’t a displeasing one, Saturos muses. He has 
little use for children and has no desire to parent anyone but 
his soulmate is a different story, of course. To be a guide, a 
mentor to the one who shares his mark and be the one to 
Shape him into something better..well, that isn’t a 
displeasing notion at all. 


Before Saturos knows it he’s at the spot he and Menardi had 
agreed to meet. 


To Saturos’ surprise, however, Menardi /sn’t alone. 


“Menardi!” he hisses at her as she pushes herself away from 
the side of the wagon she had been leaning against. “What 
is the meaning of this?” 


This being the three humans sitting on the ground, 
drenched in rain and looking more than a little worse for 
wear, all of them with their hands bound behind their backs 
and fabric stuffed in their mouths to gag them, all of them 
casting Saturos looks that were equally fearful and curious. 


All of them eventually shifted their gaze to the sight of 
Saturos’ soulmate where the boy rested unmoving over his 
shoulder, but while one of the humans eyes looked away 
soon enough, the other two’s widened and one - the woman 
- let out a distressed noise that was muffled by the gag, 


causing Saturos to narrow his eyes at the two of them 
suspiciously. 


Menardi ignores the woman’s sound and gives Saturos a 
bright, toothy smirk, the effect of it somewhat ruined by the 
fact that her hair is soaking wet and plastered all around her 
face and down against her ears, making her look like a 
drowned cat more than anything - not that Saturos thinks he 
likely looks any better at the moment. “I saw these three 
drowning in the river and | was planning to let them just get 
on with it but then | had an idea.” 


“What idea would that be?” Saturos grits out through 
clenched teeth. 


“Hostages.” Menardi gives a one-shouldered shrug. “We'll 
need to return to Mt. Aleph again sooner or later to make 
another attempt at the stars and we might need the 
leverage that having a hostage or three will provide - or is it 
four? Did you have the same idea, Saturos?” 


She gestures at the boy slung over his shoulder and Saturos 
freezes minutely before forcing himself to relax with a slow 
exhale. 


It isn’t that Saturos doesn’t trust Menardi specifically, so 
much that he doesn’t trust anyone. But out of everyone he 
mistrusts, he mistrusts Menardi the /east out of everyone 
else and that counts for something. He might go as far as to 
call her a friend if friends were things Saturos had. They'd 
even broached the subject of their soulmate markings 
before, had looked at each others marks, and the 
conversation hadn’t made Saturos want to throttle her which 
is more than he can say for literally everyone else he'd ever 
spoken about soulmates with. 


But still, he thinks as he eyes the three...hostages on the 
ground, paying special attention to the two who look much 
more distressed than the third, this is not the time or the 
place to talk about the fact that he’d found his soulmate. 


“There are...extenuating circumstances with this one.” He 
tells her, purposely ignoring the curiosity in her eyes. “I'll 
explain later. Right now, explain to me how you think we're 
going to transport three hostages all the way back to Prox? 
Keeping them all unconscious for the entire trip will be a 
strain on our power reserves that we may not be able to 
afford if these Valesians send someone after us, letting them 
stay awake comes with its own risks.” 


“We can just kill one or two of them.” Menardi says matter- 
of-factly, a lack of emotion over the idea in her voice that 
Saturos respects. “Knock them out, dump them back in the 
river, let them drown like they would have before. If their 
bodies are found, no one will think anything of it, just that 
they died in the storm.” 


Saturos almost agrees with her plan immediately. 
Almost. 


But looking at the distress on the woman hostage’s face, he 
finds himself instead saying, “Take the gag out of the 
woman’s mouth, she looks like she has something to say.” 


Menardi raises a brow at him, questioning, and Saturos 
responds by glaring at her fiercely until she sighs and goes 
to the woman, ripping the fabric gag out of her mouth with 
little gentleness. 


The woman leans forward as much as she can in her bonds 
as soon as the gag is gone, licking her lips anxiously; when 
she speaks her voice cracks sharply. “P-Please, please, we'll 


do anything you want, do anything to us, just please let 
Felix go!” 


Saturos blinks at her. “Felix?” 


The woman’s eyes dart to the form of Saturos’ soulmate and 
quickly back to Saturos’ eyes again. A fast movement but 
one Saturos catches immediately. “O-Our son, Felix. | 
recognize his clothes. Please let him go, p/ease don’t hurt 
him.” 


Felix, is it? 
His soulmate’s name is Felix? 


Saturos runs the name through his head, thinks it to himself 
a few times, and decides quickly that he /rkes it. 


And this woman in front of him is Felix’s mother, the other 
man who had stared at Felix as intently as she did 
presumably his father. 


Both his soulmate’s parents at his mercy, their lives hanging 
in the balance. 


A good man, Saturos knows, wouldn't even consider 
following through with Menardi’s suggestion for what to do 
with them now but Saturos has already established that he’s 
no good man and so he does consider it and he considers it 
seriously. 


It would be easier to dispose of them now than to take them 
back to Prox, not just for the reasons he'd given Menardi 
before but because having them there might make bonding 
with his soulmate - with Felix- all the more difficult. 


Even knowing nothing about Felix’s personality, Saturos 
knows that it’s only logical that a boy alone with only his 
soulmate to depend on would be much easier to handle than 
a boy who has his parents hovering over his shoulder, 
whispering concerned words in his ear. Saturos can always 
limit Felix’s contact with them once they return to Prox but 
he has no way of knowing whether the boy would resent him 
for that or not, if he could spin it in a way that made Felix 
think it was for his own good. 


Not that it matters, really, Saturos is certainly not going to 
let Felix go just because the boy might not agree with the 
rules Saturos puts in place for him but he'd also prefer it if 
his soulmate didn’t hate him, as well. 


He could kill both the parents and the third hostage right 
now and Felix would never be aware of it unless either 
Saturos or Menardi deigned to tell him. Saturos would never 
tell, he isn’t a foo/, but Menardi...Menardi is hot-blooded and 
her anger tended to make her tongue loose. 


Could he trust her to keep her mouth shut about what 
Saturos had done for the rest of their lives, to never tell Felix 
in a moment of anger, to never shout it at Saturos where 
Felix could hear? 


No, he wants to scoff at the very idea, of course he couldn't. 


Which means if Saturos wants to kill the hostages, he’ll have 
to kill Menardi which would defeat the very reason he'd 
saved Menardi to begin with. 


Lovely. 


He reconsiders. 


It would be useful to have hostages for when they return to 
Mt. Aleph to make another attempt at the elemental stars in 
case they needed to leverage them to the Valesian elders, 
but perhaps it would also be useful to have them as leverage 
against his soulmate in Prox as well. 


Saturos knows when to use honey and when to use vinegar 
to get what he wants. While he fully intends on starting off 
by trying to sweeten his little soulmate to his side, Saturos is 
hardly besotted with Felix or so blinded by having found the 
boy that he doesn’t understand that having the vinegar at 
hand for when the honey doesn’t work may prove useful. 


He smiles at the hostages with sharp teeth and watches the 
trepidation in their eyes with a clinical awareness. 
Addressing his soulmate’s mother, he tells her, “No harm will 
come to Felix.” 


But before the woman can let the relief wash over her, 
Saturos holds up one claw-tipped finger, stopping her. 


“Yet.” 


Menardi snickers over to the side, looking at Saturos with 
curious amusement he chooses to ignore for now. 


The woman sniffles, blinking against eyes starting to fill with 
tears, “But—but---p/ease---” 


“| don’t want to hurt your son.” And it’s true, even if she 
doesn’t know why. “But if you don’t cooperate, you may 
leave me with no choice. You said you'd do anything to keep 
him safe, is that true?” 


The woman nods rapidly, desperately. “Yes, yes! Anything-- 


“Then you and your husband and the other hostage are 
going to come with us willingly. You're going to behave. You 
are not going to fight us. You are not going to say a single 
word to anyone we may come across about the fact that you 
are not with us of your own volition and when your son 
wakes up, you are not going to say a word to him about it, 
either. You will leave it to me to explain to him why you’ re all 
with us and what has happened.” 


“And--” She swallows hard. “--and if we do this, Felix will be 
safe? He won't be hurt? A-and the rest of Vale, you won't...” 


Saturos gives her the closest thing he can to a smile. 
Judging by the ashen look of her face, it’s not very 
reassuring. Pity. He tells her the truth, “If you cooperate, no 
harm will come to either you, your son, or anyone else in 
your village. | promise you.” 


And then, he tacks on the lie: “But if you show even the 
slightest hint of disobedience, I'll make you watch as | gouge 
your son’s eyes out one at a time and then fuck the holes 
where they used to be until he either bleeds to death in 
front of you or dies of an agonizing infection weeks later. Do 
you understand me?" 


She understands, she tells him. 


After she’s stopped vomiting up everything in her stomach 
and then retching up nothing but the dry air left behind, she 
tells him she understands. 


He has Menardi take off the hostage’s bindings and makes 
them go into the caravan first, subdued and showing no 
resistance much to Saturos’ satisfaction, before he follows 
them in with Felix and Menardi goes around the front to get 
them moving. 


Saturos holds Felix cradled in his arms as they take off, one 
hand resting possessively at the boy’s hip and the other 
nonchalantly carding through his silky hair, the position and 
movement as much for Saturos’ own pleasure as it is to 
serve as a reminder of his earlier words. 


Saturos would never torture his own soulmate, of course. 
Punish him if he deserves, yes, but never to the point of 
disfigurement or other irreparable harm. As for now, 
however, it suits him just fine if these people think he’s 
willing to do something so monstrous. 


If it makes them obedient and keeps them quiet while he 
has Felix all to himself, it’s perfect. 
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Its only after long hours of fast-paced travel later when 
they've decided that they're far enough away from Vale to 
stop the caravan and make camp for a time that Felix finally 
opens his eyes. 


Menardi is off in the surrounding woods foraging for food 
and water while the hostages are bound again in the back of 
the caravan. It’s a necessity, Saturos and Menardi agreed, 
knowing that as cowed as they may be now it doesn’t mean 
they won’t do something foolish if they think they can get 
away with it. 


Saturos and Menardi are hardly going to sleep with them 
able to move around freely. Saturos doubts he'll sleep all 
that much even with them bound as they are. 


He’s started a fire as close to the caravan as he dared and 
laid a bedroll out next to it to place Felix on, wrapping the 
boy in his cape for good measure. They're not so far in the 
north yet that it should be cold for the humans, Saturos 
thinks, but they’re fragile creatures even when they haven't 
nearly drowned hours before and he'd rather not risk his 
soulmate’s health any further. 


Saturos is poking at the fire with a stick when he hears a low 
groan and his gaze is drawn sharply away from the fire and 
towards the boy laid out next to him. 


Felix’s brows are furrowed and his mouth drawn down in a 
grimace as he struggles to sit up, lifting a hand out of his 
Cape cocoon to rub it tiredly across his face. When he moves 
the hand back down his eyes are open and looking dazedly 
in Saturos’ direction, blinking a few times to clear the sleep 
out. 


Saturos knows the very second the boy actually registers 
what it is he’s seeing, notices how his eyes widen almost 
comically and his whole body tenses, stilling like a rabbit 
whose just heard noise. 


He looks...cute, Saturos thinks and then immediately shoves 
the thought away. He’d never used that word to describe 
anything in his /ife, he isn’t going to start now. 


He offers his soulmate a smile that’s as soft as Saturos can 
make it and it must be more convincing than the one he'd 
given the boy’s mother before because Felix’s body relaxes 
ever so slightly. He’s still tense but he doesn’t look quite so 
terrified and Saturos counts it as a win, even if it’s likely 
temporary and the terror may well come rushing back once 
Felix knows about the situation at hand. 


A problem for later, Saturos tells himself. 


But to Felix he says, keeping his voice low and soothing: 
“It's alright, Felix. You're alright.” 


Felix’s wide eyes dart back and forth between Saturos’ ears 
and his eyes before finally settling on the latter. 


“What--” Felix starts, stopping himself to wince at how 
wrecked it sounds and to clear his throat. “What happened? 
Who—who are you?” 


“You were in Vale, Felix, when there was a storm,” Saturos 
tells him softly, kindly, like one might talk to a startled 
animal. “Boulders came down from Mt. Aleph, there was 
flooding. | was passing through and found you floating in the 
river. | saved your life, my name is Saturos.” 


“l-I think | remember that, | was holding on to a-a post. They 
went to get help, but the boulder--” Felix shuts his eyes 
tightly at the memory but it isn’t long before they’re 
Snapping open again and he’s looking frantically around at 
their surroundings. “But this...this isn’t Vale, we're not in 
Vale anymore. Where are we?” 


Saturos almost wants to sigh. The question is expected but it 
seems like his problem for later is quickly becoming a 
problem for now. 


“We're far, far away from Vale now, Felix, headed towards 
my village, Prox.” 


“Prox? |-l’ve never heard of--” Felix shakes his head and lets 
out a confused little laugh, eyeing Saturos with questions 
written all over his face. “It’s forbidden to leave Vale.” 


“Unfortunately, there are some...extenuating circumstances 
that required you to come with us.” 


Felix frowns deeply and the confusion on his face doesn’t 
clear up a bit at Saturos’ vague wording. “I don't 
understand.” 


Saturos does sigh this time and he smiles at Felix with 
apology he doesn’t actually feel. “You see, Felix, the elders 
of my village needed something very badly from the elders 
of your village but your elders refused to even listen to 
them, so my village leader sent a party of us to Vale in 
secret to get what we needed anyway. Things...went badly, 
to say the least, and we were unable to get what we came 
for. Then that terrible storm happened and | lost most of my 
party in it, only myself and one other member surviving. We 
fled Vale but when we found you and several other of your 
villagers floating in the river, we of course couldn’t leave 
you to die...and in saving you, we were provided an 
opportunity.” 


Felix stares at Saturos with narrowed eyes. “An 
opportunity?” 


Saturos wants to smile at the suspicious tone in Felix’s voice, 
something more real this time. A guick boy, his soulmate. 
The thought pleases him immensely. 


“We haven't given up on what we need from Vale and next 
time we ask for it, it may help if we have several of your 
people at hand to ensure that your elders are more willing to 
negotiate than they were before.” 


“You're talking about—about holding us hostage?” Felix asks 
incredulously. 


“An unfortunate necessity, Felix.” 


Felix looks at him in shock, the rise and fall of his chest 
quickening along with his breath. “You kidnapped me. You 


kidnapped---who else is here? Who are the other people you 
saved?” 


“Well, there are your parents, for one,” Saturos says 
nonchalantly, ignoring the sharp gasp coming from the boy 
at those words. “And a man called Kyle. It’s only those three 
and you, of course.” 


“You have my parents?” Felix rushes the words out, his eyes 
automatically going to he caravan behind them. “You have--- 
wait, what about my sister? What about Jenna?” 


Saturos shakes his head. “I’ve never seen her, | couldn’t tell 
you anything about her whereabouts.” 


Felix makes a distressed noise and tries to rise from his spot 
on the ground to no avail, his body still weak from his ordeal 
and his legs tangled in the bedroll and Saturos’ cape. He 
finally stills and looks at Saturos pleadingly while Saturos 
just looks at him passively back. “Please, you have to take 
us back! My sister, she—she might be hurt or-or she'll be 
alone even if she’s okay! There’s only my parents and me, 
she doesn’t have anyone else! She's only twelve. And—And 
Kyle has a son, too, and a wife, people who need him. Please, 
Sa-Saturos, you have to take us back to Vale! You have to!” 


His soulmate begs so prettily, Saturos thinks, eyeing the 
boy’s shining eyes and the flushed pink skin on his cheeks. 
He could so easily imagine Felix on his bed back in Prox, 
begging Saturos for mercy there instead of here out in the 
wilderness, and if he did it convincingly enough Saturos 
thinks he wouldn’t mind granting it to the boy at all. 


How unfortunate for Felix that this isn’t an occasion where 
Saturos is willing to be merciful. 


“No, Felix.” He tells the boy harshly, not reacting at all to 
how he flinches at Saturos’ tone. “I don’t have to do 
anything, and in this instance, | won't.” 


Felix’s whole face drops. “But--” 


Saturos cuts him off, “We've been kind to your parents and 
the other hostage so far, Felix, but that doesn’t have to stay 
the case.” 


Felix’s mouth snap shuts with a click at that and he looks at 
Saturos in horror. 


Quick boy, indeed. Saturos lets himself smile for real at the 
thought this time. 


“Felix, | know this situation isn’t ideal for you and you're 
likely very afraid, but you can trust me when | tell you that 
as long as you behave, there’s absolutely nothing to worry 
about. No harm will come to you or your parents, not here 
and not when we get to Prox. You have my word.” 


Felix glares at him, the fire in his eyes burning as bright as 
Mars ever did. The look makes Saturos want to push the boy 
back onto the ground and see if he can’t make him beg a 
little more right now but Saturos refrains. He’s not a fool and 
as little as his soulmate may trust him now, forcing himself 
on the boy will only guarantee he'll never trust Saturos at all 
in the future. 


Its fine, Saturos thinks, he can be patient. He’s sure he'll 
have to boy before long, anyway. 


“You're a kidnapper,” Felix spits out bravely, even as his 
voice shakes from his obvious fear. “And a thief going by the 
rest of your story! Why should your word count for anything 
to me?” 


Saturos chuckles. “Oh, for one very simple reason, Felix.” 


He holds his right arm out in front of him, noticing Felix’s 
eyes drop down to immediately, and slowly, so slowly, 
Saturos pushes the sleeve of his shirt up it, baring the skin 
of his wrist and the dark, ink-black mark standing out starkly 
against his pale blue flesh along with it. 


Even if Saturos hadn’t seen Felix’s soulmate mark himself 
and already knew the boy’s mark was a match for his own, 
the way Felix absolutely pa/es at he sight of Saturos’ mark 
would be telling enough. 


“You see, Felix?” Saturos asks him softly. “I would never hurt 
my soulmate. You can trust me on that, can’t you?” 


But Felix says nothing, just stares at Saturos’ mark with wide 
disbelieving eyes, completely shocked into silence. 


Oh well, Saturos thinks as he soaks in the boy’s reaction 
with gnawing hunger, trying to memorize every single part 
of it. He doesn’t need Felix to trust him now, right this 
second. As soon as he gets him back to Prox, Saturos will 
have plenty of time to convince his soulmate of how much 
he'll /ove staying by Saturos’ side. 


In fact, Saturos doesn’t think he’s ever looked forward to 
something quite as much in his entire life. 


